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pretty game. 1 ventured to ask my hostess how
she would like to spend six months in her cottage
comparatively alone, and she replied with deep
conviction, " I should adore it ; 1 would give all I
possess to be able to do it.'1 "Then it is nothing/'
I said, " but a sense of duty that tears you away ? "
To which she made no answer except to shake her
head mournfully, and to give me a penetrating
smile,
I cannot help wondering whether the people
who talk about the simple life have any idea what
it means ; I do not think that my fair hostess's
desire for it is altogether a pose. One who lives,
as she does, in the centre of the fashionable world,
must inevitably tire of it from time to time. She
meets the same people over and over again, she
hears the same stories, the same jokes ; she is not
exactly an intellectual woman, though she has a
taste for books and music ; the interest for her, in
the world in which she lives, is the changing rela-
tions of people, their affinities, their aversions, their
loves and hates, their warmth and their coldness.
What underlies the shifting scene, the endless
entertainments, the county-house visits, the ebb
and flow of society, is really the mystery of sex.
People with not very much to do but to amuse